The police separated Ciara, the twins' sister, from her dad. She was Stanton's age, but the cops talked to her in soothing baby voices, as if she were too young to understand.
She rolled her teary eyes and plopped down on the curb, letting her face fall into her hands. They wouldn't let her dad near the trunk. He grew agitated, his chest rising and falling with tight breaths, faster and faster with each probing question. Eventually, they cuffed and frisked him, cameras swirling everywhere.
They riffled through his pockets and checked under the blue rag pulled tight against his shaved head before escorting him to a squad car, Ciara to a different one. 
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